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One 


Disclaimer: | don't know these people and they don't know me. This is a work of fiction - not real and won't 


ever come to pass. | mean no harm. 
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Kirk used the card key to open the door to his hotel room, walked in and nudged the door shut with his foot. 
Moving into the suite and finding a light switch on the wall, he flipped it on. Throwing his knapsack and 
overnight bag on a chair, he made his way into the bedroom. With a laugh and an "Oh shit," he sat down and 


pulled a huge envelope out from an even bigger basket, chock full of fruit and flowers. 


His name was on the front. He smiled as he recognized the handwriting - of course it was James’. Carefully 
unsealing the flap, he opened it and peered inside. He didn't think anything else could of fit - it was crammed 
with papers. 


"What the hell is all this?" Kirk asked softly as he slowly slid the entire packet out and laid it next to him. 


He picked up the first item on the pile - a business-sized envelope which was clearly marked ‘Tickets - DON'T 
lose’ All right, so he had misplaced a few airline tickets in the past. A long time in the past, when they didn't 
travel with personal assistants and tour managers who were now the keepers of All Things Important. So what 
if he was the cause of more than a few tense minutes at any number of airports - that was years ago. But 


James never forgot, hence the reminder. 


The next few pieces of paper were his itinerary. Kirk grinned as he checked the dates. "Two nights and three 
fucking days off. How cool is that?" he said, impressed with the fact that in the middle of this non-stop tour, 
they had managed to work in the extra off days. Usually it was a day here, a day there. But this time.. 


„Kirk sighed. James had been a little put out when he learned that Kirk wanted to spend it alone. He had just 
assumed the two of them would go somewhere and kick back for a few days. When Kirk explained that ‘no, he 
wanted to do some exploring on his own; at first James laughed, thinking it was a joke. When he realized that 
Kirk was serious, he got a tad testy. A loud discussion ensued but Kirk didn't back down - something that also 
surprised the hell out of James. 


Tossing the ticket envelope aside he picked up the next item - a tourist map of the city which included "where 
to go" places. A sticky on the front read, "I circled all the rib shacks for you." More of James’ idea of a joke. 


"Funny man, Het," Kirk muttered. He knew that it still quietly irked James that he was a vegetarian Going out 
to dinner sometimes caused a crisis in the ranks - the carnivores wanted sides of beef and he was happy with 


brown rice and tofu. So Kirk would compromise, go with them and order a side dish or two. 


He seemed to be doing that a lot lately - compromising that is. 


Kirk picked a peach from the arrangement and bit into it while looking at yet another map in the paper mix. 
This one specialized in music - clubs, music stores, recording studios, and record label offices were all listed 
Another sticky missive from James. "Have fun" 


"Thanks, man. | think | will," he said. 


And yet one more note from James - a Scary Guy sketch with the caption "Buy me a present!" 


No ‘please’ of course; just a command. More like a demand. Kirk made a face. It was also a not-so-subtle way 


of James' to keep himself in Kirk's thoughts for the next few days. 


As if, Kirk sniffed. That was it, you know, reason enough why he needed to go off on his own His thoughts, his 
feelings for James were subtly changing. It was next to impossible to ponder these revelations while in James’ 

presence. The Met front man demanded a lot of attention and for the most part, Kirk was willing and gave it to 
him happily and without reservation. But every now and then Kirk wished for some space of his own. His room; 


his time; his schedule - something that was solely Kirk and not James and Kirk 


And it was James and Kirk. He never got top billing - not even when they made love. Kirk always bottomed. 


They weren't even an official couple. There had been no declarations of undying love and devotion. No 
celebrating party. No exchanging of matching jewelry. No discussion One day Kirk was single, the next day 
James was back from rehab and they were together. It seemed like a natural progression of things at the 


time. Now Kirk wasn't so sure. 


Theoretically he could have said no to James. But please, in reality he just couldn't. He was still tiptoeing around 
him - shit, they all were. Before he went into rehab it was “don't piss off James, he's drunk" Now it was 
“don't piss off James, he might have a relapse." 


Besides, he didn't want to rock the boat - the four of them were doing so well together. The tour was stil 
highly successful and going strong. After the holidays they were planning on getting back into the studio. If he 


told James that he loved him but wasn't in love with him, he feared the repercussions would be disastrous. 


Maybe he was just being selfish. James needed him, he depended on Kirk to be there. He did show his affection 
- the flowers, fruit and all the other stuff took planning and James had taken the time to arrange it. 


And another thing - Het was a very generous and amazing lover. He never failed to know what Kirk needed. He 
had a sixth sense about him. Didn't that prove James’ love? So what if he never got to sink his cock into 


James' ass? Weren't mind-blowing orgasms enough of a reason to be with James? 


What the fuck was he thinking? 


He honestly didn't know. 


There was one thing that he knew - he had given himself one hell of a headache thinking about the situation. 
He needed aspirin - now. He probably had some - now where the hell were they stashed? 


Kirk stood up and pitched the peach pit into the trash. "Hmmm. If | bought you a spangled country and western 
outfit maybe you'll get a hint" He went off to search for the tablets. "Nah, you'll make me wear it. Forget it. | 


may be confused but l'm not an idiot" 


Kirk stood in front of the music store's window looking at the display and deciding whether or not he really 
needed another guitar. His collection already took up almost an entire room in his house. He'd just go inside for 


a closer look. Maybe he'd just buy a set of strings, a few picks. 


He made a face at his reflection Here was another example of things that wasn't just his. Metallica the 
Corporation supplied everything he needed - strings, picks, cases, slides, straps, string changing, tuning. He 
couldn't remember the last time he actually purchased something guitar related Even guitar makers came to 


him and offered their wares for free. 


Don't be a dickhead - just go in! Look around. Browse like a mere mortal. He had taken pains to dress the part 
so he would be able to blend in. Leaving the leather and silk behind, he wore a pair of jeans and a plain black T- 


shirt, scuffed boots on his feet - he had even piled his curls on the top of head to hid under a cap he had 


‘borrowed from James. 


So what the hell was stopping him from opening the door and walking in? It works two ways, he reminded 
himself. You can go in and walk out just as quickly. The Big Bad Wolf wasn't lurking inside, waiting to pounce. 
Was he? 


Kirk started to gulp; he could feel his throat tighten His face broke out in a sweat and his hands got clammy. 
Did Nashville have earthquakes or was that just his body starting to sway? 


Great! Just fucking terrific! If you don't cut it out, you're gonna have a fucking panic attack right here in the 
middle of the sidewalk Dickhead - there's NO ONE you can run to cause all your safety nets are hundreds of 


miles away. You gotta calm down, 


No Gio? No Rob? No Lars? OH SHIT - NO JAMES?! 


‘Now you've gone and done it; a tiny voice in the back of his head muttered. ‘You had to remind him. Asshole, 
he's supposed to be enjoying himself: 


‘Shut the fuck up,' the opposing voice snapped. 


Voices. Oh fuck me - why was this happening? Kirk wildly looked around, realizing that he couldn't remember 


how to get back to the hotel. And what the hell was its name? Which street did he walk down? 


And why was he freaking?! 


His hands shook as he dug in his pockets looking for his cell. If he could just speak to one of the guys.. 


No cell. He left it in his room - wherever the fuck that was! He had told himself he didn't want anyone to 
bother him and he'd check for messages when he got back to the suite. 


That did it. He was truly alone. So much for independence. 


"Nol" Kirk cried. "| can do this." But his legs had a mind of their own because they buckled and he began to sink 
to the sidewalk. 


He had almost sunk as low as he could when he felt two hands, one each underneath each arm, take hold and 


pull him back up. 


"Hey, dude, you okay?" a slightly accented male voice asked while leaning Kirk against the storefront. 


"Dunno," Kirk mumbled, too dizzy to offer up any more, afraid that if he opened his eyes the world would be 
spinning as badly as his head was. 


"You know," the voice continued. "I had the same reaction the first time | looked in this place. All those 


beautiful guitars and no cash - | know | passed out from the agony.” 


Even with confusion still reigning supreme in his head, Kirk couldn't help but grin, albeit a small one. This guy's 


good - giving me an easy saving face way out. 


"You may be returning to the living," the voice continued with a chuckle as it acknowledged Kirk's expression. 


"I think you may be correct," Kirk agreed. "But tell me, does Nashville have earthquakes?" 


"Depends." 


"Depends on what?" 


"Depends on who's standing in front of the music store." 


Kirk burst out laughing and in doing so, his eyes opened. Damn, he really didn't believe in love at first sight 
because if he did, the rest of his life was standing in front of him. 


Holy shit - this man was gorgeous. He had straight, blonde hair that just about reached his shoulders. 
Beautiful, baby-blues - totally unlike James’ cold, blue steel colored eyes. A day or two worth of whiskers 
couldn't hide a strong jaw and rice cheekbones. Kissable lips. He was about the same height as Kirk and built like 
him as well - slim, yet strong. His tight t-shirt was stretched over a well-defined chest and those shoulders... 


„Kirk groaned, he was in trouble now. This guy should have kept walking. But you gotta thank him for helping. 
Say something, idiot. 


Kirk stuck out his hand. "Thanks, man. Appreciate you stopping.” 


"No problem. Looks like you're on the mend." The blonde took Kirk's hand in his. 


Oh yeah, big trouble! There was way too much electricity in this handshake. Maybe this guy didn't feel it. Kirk 
looked straight into the baby-blues and knew that he had. 


He decided then and there to ignore the ‘red alert’ klaxon that was screeching in his head. 


An image of the two of them in bed, limbs entwined with a soundtrack to match suddenly flitted through his 
brain. Kirk was undeniably relived. Good. Its just lust. He could deal with that. The ‘forever’ thought was just an 


aberration of his near panic attack. 


And then the stranger smiled and Kirk knew he was lost. That smile was so warm, so open and friendly. It 
wasn't from a sycophant - drooling over him because he was Kirk Hammet, lead guitarist of Met. Wanting, 
needing to touch him as if his magic would rub off onto them. It wasn't a record exec who said ‘Love you, 
babe. You're great. Let's do lunch’ and then badmouth you to every musician in the business. And lastly, it 


wasn't from James. 


Oh yeah, Kirk was heading rapidly into hell - via heaven. 


He cleared his throat because the lump that had suddenly formed in it was making speech impossible. 


"I can't thank you enough for your help," he began. "My name's Kirk." 


"Keith," was the reply. "And again, not a problem." 


They stared at each as they let go of each other's hands, pausing when only their fingertips were touching. 


"Nice," Keith murmured, not taking his eyes off of Kirk 


Kirk's golden face took on a soft pink hue as he began to stammer a reply. 


"00000, IT'S REALLY YOU! OMYGODYOUARESOWONDERFUL!" A squealing voice from next to them broke their 
concentration and their hands from one another. A quick grin and a shrug of their shoulders; Kirk was resigned 
that this magic moment between him and Keith was over now that this person had outed his identity. He 
quickly put on his ‘meet € greet face and turned to meet the fan. 


And was met with the clearly excited, hyperventilating girl holding on to Keith's arm. What the fuck? 


"MY FRIEND AND | SAW YOU LAST NIGHT AT THE OPRY! WE WERE IN THE FRONT ROW! DID YOU SEE US? 
SHE'S NOT GOING TO BELIEVE THIS! CAN | HAVE YOUR AUTOGRAPH? OHGODILOVEYOUSOMUCH" 


Huh? They didn't put a show on here in Nashville last night. How come Keith had a ‘meet € greet’ face on? 
Why did she have a death grip on his arm? Who the fuck was this guy? 


"Sure, hon. Of course you can have an autograph. What's your name? Last night was something, wasn't it? 
Thank you for coming out and thank your girlfriend for me as well" Keith smiled at her while scribbled his 


name on the offered piece of paper. 


A camera was thrust into Kirk's hands. 


"Could you take a picture of us?" The girl asked Kirk while still gazing adoringly at Keith. 


"Uh, yeah, sure," Kirk replied, wracking his brain, trying to put this guy's name and face together. 


Wait a minute. Hold the phone. This was new - she didn't realize who HE was. Holy shit, so this is what 
freedom felt like? Could he handle it? He hadn't done so well a few minutes ago. Kirk gave his inner self a rapid 
search and, FUCK, he didn't feel too bad. He gave himself a small pat on the back. ‘Good going, man," he 


congratulated his head for once staying on his shoulders. 


"PICTURE! the girl shrieked at Kirk, interrupting his silent celebration 


"Oh yeah. Sorry." Kirk grinned sheepishly at them. Putting the camera to eye level, he looked through the lens. 


Of course the fan was smiling broadly at the camera but Keith was staring at him with a puzzled look on his 
face. It was as if he was thinking the same thing - you're someone too and I'll be damned but | can't connect 


the name to your face either. 


Kirk lowered the camera, winked at Keith and then brought it back up to eye and quickly took a few pictures. 


"Here you go" He handed the camera back to the girl. "Hope they come out" 


‘lm sure they will," Keith broke in "Listen, sweetie, we gotta get going. Thanks again for coming out last night. 
We really appreciate your support." He gave the girl a hug. "G'day now." He backed away from her, took Kirk's 


arm and leaned into him. 


"Comeon, let's get outta here," he whispered into Kirk's ear and began to pull him away. 


Kirk didn't need any encouragement so he fell into step with Keith as they briskly walked down the street. 


"That happens often?" Kirk asked Keith, deciding to have a little fun 


Keith shot him a look. "You thought she was jumping up and down for you. Didn't you?" 


Kirk shrugged. "I don't know what you're talking about.” 


"Yeah you do." 


Kirk just smiled and kept walking. At this point he didn't care who this guy was. He was having a good time. 


"Your face." Keith began. 


"What about my face?" Kirk asked. 


"Same expression on it as | had on mine. Hang on here.." He grabbed Kirk's arm and stopped them both. 
Taking Kirk's hand, he held it up. "Your fingertips. Calloused, like mine." He stared at Kirk intently. "Damn," he 
swore. "I don't know who the fuck you are. But you're ‘somebody: Like me. Right?" 


"Yeah," Kirk admitted. "And I'll be honest. | don't know who the fuck you are either." 


Keith shook his head and laughed. "Well, obviously we don't travel in the same music circles." He reached for 


Kirk's cap. "Bet taking this off would give me a hint" 


Kirk ducked away from Keith's hand and took a few quick steps back "Nuh uh. It stays on" 


Keith matched Kirk's steps but went forward instead. "Let's go. Cap's off" 


"Don't think sol" Kirk exclaimed as he once again danced out of Keith's way. 


Keith narrowed his eyes. "I know so," he said, soft determination in his voice. "Give it here." 


Kirk gave Keith one of his beguiling smiles and took hold of the cap's brim. "Alright. You win. But.." He paused 
and at that moment decided to take a chance. "But you have to get it first!" Pivoting, he dashed down the 
street. He grinned as he glanced behind him and saw Keith giving chase. His grin broadened as he realized he 
was having one hell of a good time. He lengthened his stride. This wasn't James running after him; he'd actually 


have a chance of winning a foot race against Keith. 


Good goddamn - he was having a GREAT day! 


But his joy was short-lived because he no longer heard Keith's boots beating a tempo on the sidewalk. Kirk 
pulled up and turned around. Yeah, it had been too good to be true - Keith was no longer there. 


"Fucking-A," he swore in disgust. Maybe he was mistaken about Keith. He probably read him wrong. Great, just 
great. You are so wrapped in the Met cocoon that your social skills are nonexistent. Can't handle a simple 


flirtation anymore. Keith probably couldn't think of one good reason to follow. He's undoubtedly laughing at you 


right now. 


OK - you're a loser. Go back to the hotel, call Het, find out where he's at and join him. Agree with him when 
he tells you once again that going off solo was a stupid idea. And be prepared to wear a spangled and fringed 


outfit. 


Kirk shoved his hands in his pockets, hunched his shoulders over and began to walk back the way he came. 
Hurrah - he knew where his hotel was. Big fucking deal. With storm clouds over his head, he obviously wasn't 
paying much attention to his surroundings so he didn't have any time to react when, too late to take any 
defensive measures, he saw a hand grab his shirt and jerk him into an alley. He was pushed face first into the 
wall. Fuck! Now I'm gonna get mugged. Fucking shitty day this is turning out to be! He clenched his jaw and 
braced himself for fists that were sure to rain down on his body. 


But all he felt was his cap being lifted off his head and his hair falling down his back. Was that a hand gently 
smoothing out the tangles? Kirk found no resistance as he turned to face his attacker and was met with those 


smiling baby blues. 


"Gotcha!" Keith cried in triumph. He put his hands on Kirk's shoulders. "Whoa. Damn, you're tense." 


"I thought | was gonna get my head bashed in" Kirk was so pleased to see Keith but he couldn't switch off his 
ire as quickly as he would have liked. "What did you expect?" he asked gruffly. 


‘Oh man, I'm sorry! | didn't mean to scare you. Damn. | just wanted to play. Look, I'll just go." Keith looked so 
downcast that Kirk's anger drifted away on the breeze that suddenly swept through the alleyway. 


"Not without me you won't," Kirk took hold of Keith's hands and gave them a gentle squeeze. "OK, without the 


cap, do you know who | am now?" 
Keith grew quiet, studied Kirk's face for a moment and shook his head in defeat. "No clue." 
Kirk chuckled. "That still makes two of us. Listen, | have an idea. Let's go back to that music store. Because you 


are obviously ‘somebody’ in this town, | bet they'll let you, and me, play a guitar or two. Perhaps if we heard 


each other's music, we'd figure out who we are." 


Keith's face lit up. "Great ideal | know the owner. We can hang there all day." He took his hands off of Kirk and 
crossed them in front of his body. “That is, if you really can play." 


| can struggle through a song or two." Kirk declared with false modesty. I'm so gonna knock Keith's socks off, 
he thought to himself. And | surely wouldn't mind getting other pieces of his clothes off as well 


It was as if Keith heard his musings because he closed the gap between himself and Kirk and leaned up against 
him, his fingers playing with the ends of Kirk's hair. 


"Hope it won't prove too difficult for you," Keith murmured. "But if that's the case maybe you'd be willing to 


let me give you a private lesson or two." 


"There's always room for improvement," Kirk replied slowly, considering how he could mess up something that 


came more naturally to him than breathing. 


Keith brought his hand up to Kirk's face and lightly traced the outline of Kirk's bottom lip. "I cant imagine you 
being anything else but perfect," he softly sighed. 


Kirk's body began to burn, starting at his toes and only stopping when it reached the top of his head. It had 
been a very long time since he was so aware of wanting someone as a lover. So why was he now hesitating to 


return Keith's overtures? Perhaps it was a realization this would not be just a one-night stand. 


A fleeting moment - a mental glimpse of James flitted across his internal sight. 


Oh god, Kirk stifled a groan. James. 


But Keith had pressed himself against Kirk and his mouth was oh so close to his and he knew that the decision 
was made. Their lips joined together in a small kiss that two friends would give each other. 


They lifted their heads and quietly shared a gaze, it seemed as if they could see into each other's souls. 


And then they both realized that they were. 


Their lips met once again; tongues entwining with a passion that neither of them had ever felt before. The kiss 
didn't last long. It didn't need to. 


Breaking apart with faces flushed, their bodies aching for more, it was difficult for either man to speak. 


Keith found his voice first. "An alleyway in Nashville is not where | want to make love with you for the first 


time." He stepped back but held out his hand. "Kirk?" he asked. 


Kirk took the offered hand firmly in his. "Keith," he answered. 


Two 


Disclaimer: | don't know these people and they don't know me. This is a work of fiction - not real and won't 
ever come to pass. | mean no harm. 
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Kirk and Keith paused outside the music shop where less than an hour or so ago they first met. 


"Shall we go in or do you want to keep not knowing who we are?" Keith asked. 


"Do you?" Kirk replied, at ease with any decision they made. 


"Yeah," Keith nodded and moved in back of Kirk, leaning forward ever so slightly. "I do," he whispered. 


The quiet reverence in which he said those two words made Kirk shiver. And Keith's closeness didn't have 
anything to do with it either - did it? Yeah. Right. Damn! When was the last time James made you feel weak in 


the knees like this man? 
Don't think! Just do. 


“Then it's decided,” Kirk nodded and turned to face Keith. "Let's go in. We just might surprise each other." 


‘lm hoping so," Keith grinned and stepped away from Kirk. Going for the door, he opened it and waved Kirk 
inside. "Well then, prepared to be impressed." 


Kirk let go with a heart-felt laugh. "I think you're the one who's gonna be in awe." He walked in the doorway 
and stepped aside to let Keith in. 


"We'll see." Keith slid past him and was already calling out a greeting while Kirk was closing the door. 


"Hey, Billy! How are you, man?" Keith held out his hand to a man behind a display case. 


"Keith! Good to see yal Caught your gig last night," the storekeeper replied as he took the offered hand and 
shook it. "My old lady was like putty in my hand by the time we got home. Owe it all to you. Fact is you had all 
the babes in a sweat. Damn, all that pussy just yours for the taking. You're a lucky fuck" 


Keith shrugged his shoulders. "Do what | can, Billy." He turned and jerked his thumb back at Kirk. "Got a 
friend..." 


"Holy shit!" Billy interrupted Keith as he came out from behind the counter and walked toward Kirk, a huge 


smile on his face. "Kirk Hammett? Well lIl be damned! Welcome to my store! Man, | can't believe this." 


Just for an instant, Kirk wanted to hit the door running. That fucking evil voice in his head was snickering. Uh- 
oh. STRANGER. He's gonna hurt you. You're alone. No James to pick up your pieces. 


Kirk hesitated and stood his ground. Damn it! YOU go away. | can do this. | want to do this. | HAVE to do this. | 
am so tired of your shit, tired of being afraid. | need to be whole. 


So while a part of him was scared shitless, the rest of him gave a thumbs up so he approached the unknown, 


meeting it almost head on. 


Kirk smiled at Billy. "Hey, how're ya doing?" 


"Doing?" Billy turned to Keith. "This man is a Metal God and he's asking ME how l'm doing? How cool is that?" 


Keith was clearly perplexed. "Uh, Metal God?" 


Billy shook his head in disbelief. "Metallica! Ring a bell? Comeon, Keith, wake up!" He turned back to Kirk. "Is it ok 


if we take a picture together?" 


"No problem, man" Kirk was enjoying himself immensely. "And Keith and | were wondering if we could hang out 
and play for a while.” 


"Here? Holy shit! That would be great!" Billy turned and made his way to the back of the store. "Be right back, 
I'm going get my camera." He disappeared into the back room and could be heard muttering, “Can't believe this. 


Fucking Kirk Hammett in MY store!" 


"Take a picture. Metal God. Fucking Kirk Hammett," Keith mimicked Billy, staring at Kirk. 


Kirk rocked back and forth on his heels. "Clueless, aren't ‘cha? So how does it feel to be on the other side?" He 
looked over at Keith and was met with a scowl. He closed the distance between the two of them in a few 
steps. "Hey, do you realize that this Billy dude is still the only one who knows who each other is?" He put his 


hand on Keith shoulder and lowered his voice so only Keith could hear him. "Don't make a face, baby. You're so 


beautiful." 


Keith ducked his head so Kirk wouldn't see him blush. "No I'm not, but you are," he whispered back 


"How about we just leave it as we both are. Deal?" Kirk replied softly, gently squeezing Keith's shoulder. 


Keith lifted his head and looked Kirk straight in the eye. "Yeah. Deal" He was about to add something when they 
heard Billy making his way to rejoin them. A look of understanding passed between the two men and they 
quickly stepped back from one another. 


"OKI Keith, my man" Bill swept back in. "Do the honors with the camera. Then | got some real sweet guitars for 
you guys to play." 


"Sure thing, Billy." Keith took the camera and waved Kirk and Billy together. "Smile, you two." 


Kirk didn't need any encouragement; his smile was genuine. It felt like he had snorted a nose full of coke - the 


rush was the same but this time it wasn't a result of artificial means. His head was clear. This was real and it 


was incredible. 


His heart was another matter but that wasn't necessarily a bad thing. Keith seemed to have already taken up 
residence. But how could that possibly be real? How could he let him in? Was he so desperate to fill the void 
that was going to be there when he left James? 


No desperation. Just the facts. And the fact was that no matter what, he was going to leave him. 
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"Told you," Kirk said to Keith as they left the music store. It was still daylight, but barely. "You're in awe, 


aren't you?" 


Keith snorted. "And to think that when | first saw you, | thought you were upset cause you couldn't afford to 


buy a guitar. Shit, you could buy the entire inventory and still not make a dent in your bank account." 


"Can't deny that Met hasn't been good to me." Kirk answered. "Listen, I'm starving. Is there some place we 
could go grab a bite to eat?" 


"Like barbeque?" 


"Ah, no." 


Keith raised an eyebrow. "Really?" 


"l'm a vegetarian" 


"Oh: 


"Is that a problem?" Kirk asked quickly, ready to defend his choice of food, though his heart sank a little at the 
thought. 


"No. Why should it?" Keith raised an eyebrow. "Been busted about it?" 


Kirk nodded. "It gets tiresome." 


"And you thought I'd do the same?" Keith replied, a little bit of hurt in his voice. 


Kirk nodded. "Yeah. I'm sorry. Its just that | get hassled about it and my defenses are always armed" 


"Well, disarm. l'm not like that. Don't put me in the same category with those people." 


Wonder if Keith knew that James was one of ‘those people? Somehow, Kirk reckoned, if he did he probably 


wouldn't care. 


"We're getting off the subject here," Keith continued. "lm hungry too. Listen, if you don't think..| mean..would 


you like To..." he stammered. 


"Sounds like you may be putting me in with the same bunch as | did you," Kirk cut in. "Why don't you just ask 


me?" 


You could hear Keith's sigh of relief and he rewarded Kirk with a smile. "There's a café that sells takeout on 
the way to my house. It has a lot of different stuff and it's all tasty. We could pick up what we want and then 
go back to my place. If that's ok," he added hastily. 


‘Its very ok," Kirk replied smoothly. "I've had just about enough of being on the outside today." 


Keith nodded in agreement. "| hear you. Ok, Metal God, my truck's parked a few blocks over. Let's head on out" 


Kirk sputtered. "Metal God? What the fuck?" 


"Yeah. Metal God. Ya mind? 


His other nicknames ran through his head, ‘Hamlet, Hamster, Quirk, Noisy Thing: - yeah, it was time for 


something new. 
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Keith unlocked the door and pushed it opened with his booted foot. "Listen. | just moved in about a month ago. 
Its not together yet. Sorry. Hope you don't mind" 


"Don't worry about it." Kirk followed Keith into the house. "It's a home not a hotel room and it's a treat." 


"Kitcher's this way," Keith walked down a hallway. 


Kirk followed and couldn't help but notice how tight his host's ass was. The jeans he was wearing fit him like a 
second skin He could barely wait until he saw Keith's first skin. He thought he was hot property the moment 
he first laid eyes on him. When he watched him play back at the music store, it took all of Kirk's restraint not 
to take him right then and there. Keith's fingers working the strings, his voice - fuck, Kirk wanted to be the 


guitar. 


"Wait a sec. Let me get the light," Keith interrupted Kirk's daydream just a second too late and he plowed into 
his back. 


"Hey! Warn a guy when you're gonna stop," Kirk grumbled at him, embarrassed for getting caught walking too 
close behind. 


If you were paying attention | wouldn't have some shit running down my back, now would |?" Keith exclaimed, 


turning on the kitchen light and putting down his packages. 


"What the fuck?" Kirk hurried in, slid the shopping bags out of his arms onto the counter and turned to Keith. 


"Just look," Keith said, his back to Kirk. 


Oh suave move, Kirk, real cool. Sure enough, Keith's shirt was soaked and liquid was already pooling on the floor. 


"Fuck!" Kirk went over to him. "Sorry, man, really. Container must have been opened. | didn't mean to douse you 


in," he leaned forward and sniffed, "uh, salad dressing." 


"Great. Why don't you just toss the lettuce on me now," Keith said with more than a little sarcasm. 


Kirk bit his lower lip. "I didn't mean to..look, get out of the shirt and go shower." He touched the back of Keith's 
head. "Uh, it got in your hair too. I'll rinse the shirt and wipe up the floor," he offered. 


Keith was silent. 


Kirk wasn't sure what this meant. Little dust motes of doubts began to do a dance in his head. Perhaps coming 
here wasn't such a great idea after all. What did he really know about Keith? Just because he was an excellent 
musician and hotter than the sun didn't mean he wasn't capable of recreating The Texas Chain Saw Massacre 
with him as the victim. Things like this would set James off into a rant and the best line of defense was to 
quickly say sorry and then retreat, preferably behind a locked door. A feat easily accomplished if one was in a 
hotel or backstage. Great. Just great. He wasn't either of those two places. All right, just back up slowly and 
be prepared to run like hell. You don't want to be tomorrow's headline: "Man Murdered With Chain Saw/Body 
Smelled Faintly Like Balsamic Vinegar." 


Damn. Keith's eyes were narrowing into little slits. Not a good sign. Ok, don't panic. Offer to buy him a new 
shirt. Fuck it. Offer to buy him an entire store full of shirts. Throw in a half-dozen guitars and a new kitchen, 


even though this one was maybe used three times. Just get the fuck out now! 


Oh Sweet Jesus, Keith was raising the soiled shirt over his head. Just look at that flat belly. Those abs..the 


small smattering of golden hair on his chest..Kirk gulped, his cock swelling so hard it was difficult to stand. 


OK that does it, I'm touching him. If | don't suck his nipples at least once in my life, I'll hate myself forever. | 


don't give a rat's ass if he's planning on killing me afterwards. I'm gonna die a happy man. 


Go away, Kirk demanded, as a picture of James appeared in his head. I'm doing this and you can't, you WON'T, 


stop me! Not now. Probably not ever again 


Kirk moved forward; one hand reached behind Keith's head; the other went around his waist, drawing him in. 


"You are," Kirk murmured, voice low, his lips by Keith's ear, his tongue tracking the outline, gently pulling on 
the three hoop earrings that Keith wore. "Driving me crazy." He lifted his head only to lower his mouth onto 
Keith's already opened one. 


Their lips met, tongues entwining like writhing snakes, both making little moans in the back of their throats. 
Keith's hands grabbed the hem of Kirk's shirt and tugged. He was trying to lift it over his head only to be 
thwarted by Kirk's embrace. 


Kirk wanted to continue the kiss, didnt want to break away from the feelings he was having. His body was on 
fire; his mind was reeling from the impact. This was like no other kiss he had ever shared with another. And 
there had been so many others. Kirk experienced pleasures that were only available to rich rock stars. Women, 


men, a single partner or a roomful of bodies with only one goal - nothing was held back. 


Different. This was so different. It was true, holding Keith made him feel alive, feel as if he could fly. Oh holy 
god, never once had he felt like this with James. And how he loved his Het. 


He should stop now. Walk out the door. Be satisfied with the memory that at least once he had felt like this. 


Safely tuck it away and bring it out on a cold morning when he needed warming up. 


Think! Think of the destruction continuing this kiss will rain down upon Met. Met was his family, his reason for 


living, for being. 


Yeah, he thought. Thought about all the times he took care of James and got nothing in return. The drunken 
days and nights he held James' head so he wouldn't drown himself in the toilet while he emptied his stomach 
of its contents. Cleaned him up, tucked him in bed and stood vigil for the demons that paid James nightly visits. 


His blood had flowed for Met. How many times had James screamed at him to ‘play it again and do it right! His 
fingers would bleed, his palms split wide. A roll of tape thrust at him was all he got for his pain 


Pain - James’ weapon of choice. Verbal or physical, there was no one better in its use. James had broken 
Jason - of that there was no doubt. Kirk was only beginning to come to terms with his own guilt over the 
treatment of their brother. He wasn't sure he'd ever entirely forgive himself for not stopping James' abuse of 


that most uncomplicated and genuinely sweet man 


But fuck, James was so much more than just a beast. He was working so hard to overcome his old self. He 


struggled through rehab, fought the temptation to drink every single minute of the day. 


A subtle shift in Keith's stance brought Kirk back to the here and now. Lifting his head, he opened his eyes to 
see Keith's baby-blues searching his face. 


"Where've you been?" Keith asked softly. 


"L" Kirk flushed 


| want to be with you. Please don't disappear again, ok?" Keith laid his hands on Kirk's chest and grinned. "Your 
heart's beating a mile a minute." Taking one of Kirk's hands, he placed it over his own heart. "Mine too." He 


grew serious. "Can you feel it, Kirk? Something's happening between us." 


No! Nothing's happening! | don't want to make this decision. | CAN'T change my life. All | want to do is fuck 
Keith senseless then leave this house, leave Nashville and go back to the safety of his womb-like existence. l'll 
throw myself at James' feet and beg forgiveness that | strayed. He'll be angry but his purishment for me 
won't be too harsh. I'll be able to deal. 


Kirk's mind was racing with no apparent finish line in sight. 


It is just lust! Nothing else. Your brain has shut down, your cock has taken over thinking for you. So go ahead 
and satisfy your desires. THEN FUCKING WALK OUT. 


This is so NOT anything! This overwhelming feeling of finally coming home? Hunger - that's all it is. He hadnt 


eaten all day. His blood sugar is low; he's hallucinating. 


Kirk groaned and squeezed shut his eyes. 


‘lm scared too, Kirk" Keith whispered. "Since | first saw you this morning all I've been able to do is think of us 
together. | don't mean just for a fast fuck either. I've been making all these crazy plans for us." He put his 
hands on either side of Kirk's face. "Damn it!" he cried. "Open your eyes and look at mel Tell me you're not 
feeling the same way. Tell me l'm mad as a hatter and | swear, I'll take you back to your hotel right now and 


not look back!" 


"I can't do that" Kirk said slowly, opening his eyes. Taking Keith's hands in his, he lifted them to his mouth and 
covered them with soft kisses. "Because if | declared you crazy, I'd have to admit | am as well. And I've never 


felt any clearer then | do right now." 


The only sound that could be heard was the ticking of the wall clock 


Kirk was the first to break the silence. "You have to know how | feel." He smiled. "I'm covered in oil and vinegar 
and | don't care. | don't have that crippling sensation that if | don't scrub myself raw, | won't ever get clean 


He paused, "Someday you'll understand how important that is to me." 


Keith nodded. "Someday. But right now," he took hold of Kirk's shirt. "| want to stop feeling like a salad. Can we 
take that shower or do | have to wait for, oh, a few years?" He gave a hard tug to the fabric. "And get this 
damn shirt off! | feel like its Christmas morning. | want to see my gift NOW!" 


"And Santa's been very good to you this year." Kirk said as he pulled off his shirt and tossed it aside. He 
grabbed Keith's belt buckle and pulled him close. "And it's only gonna get better," he growled, once again 
claiming Keith's mouth with his. 


Three 
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"| miss you. You've only been gone three hours but it feels like days. Wish | could speak with you but | guess 


you're on the plane now. Please call me when you get to Nashville. | need to hear your voice. Love you." 


Kirk reached for a bottle of water from the limo's bar as he waited for the next message on his cell phone to 


begin. Opening it up, he sat back and took a sip. 


‘lm hard just thinking about you. It's gonna be difficult to be without you for the next few days. | need to 
have you underneath me. | want to touch every part of you, trace my lips over your beautiful tats, suck on 


your cock, make you cum so much. | want to be inside you. Think of me. Love you." 


Kirk stopped the replay and laid the phone down next to him. He gazed out the limo's window but the passing 
scenery wasn't registering on his brain. Instead he was focused on the two messages he had just heard. The 


first one made his heart ache; the second made his heart soar. 
James. Keith. 
His past. His future. 


And right now? 


Right now, he was no more than five minutes away from tonight's venue. All he wanted was a clean sound 
check and performance; he would speak with James after they were done for the evening. The trick was to 


avoid being alone with James for the afternoon before the show. 


How he was going to accomplish that, well, he had no idea. It was common knowledge to leave them be, 
especially if they had been apart for more than a day. Their privacy was respected. He and James usually 
couldn't get enough of each other. 


Maybe he ought to tell Lars first. He'll be upset but he'll probably understand. Maybe. Hopefully. This way he'd 
at least be prepared for the fireworks. 


Fireworks, Kirk shook his head. Sounds like a nice ending to a Fourth of July picnic. No, informing James that 
he'd fallen in love with someone else will be on the scale of a nuclear war. No one could prepare for that. The 
fallout will affect them all. And the nuclear winter that will surely follow - damn, what have you gotten 


yourself into? 


Love. That's what. 
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The limo glided to a halt and the door opened. 


"Hey, Kirk. How ya doing?" Gio asked Kirk as he got out of the car. 


"Not bad. You?" he replied as he straightened himself up and saw the assistant to the assistant of his PA 


standing there as well. 


"A welcoming committee. What's the occasion?" Kirk leaned back into the limo and grabbed his knapsack and 


overnight case. With a nod of his head, the minor PA took them from Kirk's hands and headed into the building. 


"Yeah, good to see you too," Kirk called after him, puzzled by this reception 


Kirk turned his attention back to their Chief of Security. "What gives, Gio?" he asked. 


"Nothing," Gio said, too quickly for Kirk's taste. "Come on, let's get inside." 


"Even with all the years you've spent with us you still haven't learned to lie convincingly." Kirk leaned against 
the limo and crossed his arms. "I'm not moving till you tell me what's up." He smiled. "Nice day. | don't mind 


catching some rays." 


"Kirk," the big man said with a warning tone. 


"Gio," Kirk replied, sweetly sarcastic. 


The big man glared at him. Kirk smiled back. 


"You are such a pain in my ass. Where the hell have you been?" Gio exploded. "I've had Hetfield on my back for 
the past two days. ‘Where is he? Gio, have you lost him? Why isn't he in his hotel, Gio? Gio, why isn't he 
answering his cell? Can you even tell me if he got to Nashville? Gio! GIO?" He threw his arms up in disgust. 
"Does he care that | was due some time off as well? Doug's my right hand man and he was in charge. But no, 


James insists | gotta look for you. Damn it, Kirk, where the hell were you?" 


"Nashville. | was in Nashville." Kirk placed his hand on Gio's shoulder. "Shit, man, get a grip." 


"You haven't had him on your back for 48 hours. He's crazy." 


Kirk chuckled. "Know what that feels like. Listen. I'm sorry he caused you all this grief but | was in Nashville." 


"Then why didn't you answer your cell or pick up the messages we left you at the hotel? They told me your 
room was barely lived in If it hadn't been for the confirmation we got that you did board the plane to come 
back, well, James was ready to go looking for you. And | was going along as welll" Gio paused to look Kirk 


straight on "He's not happy, Kirk" 


It begins, Kirk thought to himself. But Gio will find out soon enough. He owed it to his brothers to tell them 
first. 


"All l'm gonna say is that | was where | said | was." He was about to add more but his cell rang. He smiled 


when he saw the phone number on the display. 


"Hang on, man, | want to take this." Kirk explained as he started to walk away. He missed seeing the scowl that 


came over Gio's face. 


"Hi," he answered, his voice low. 


‘lm lying in bed," began the breathy reply. "It smells like us. Sweat, cum - it's making me hard. It hurts so 


cause you're not here." 


"Don't start, Keith," Kirk warned. "I'm in the middle of a fucking parking lot!" 


"Your hands - rubbing, probing, squeezing my body. | can't get enough of your touch," Keith continued, ignoring 
Kirk "And your mouth... 


"Babe, please. |.." Kirk stammered. 


| need my cock in your hot mouth. | want you to take it deep and suck hard. Run your tongue up and down 
the shaft and cradle my balls with your hand. You give amazing head, no one compares." Keith let out a small 


moan. "| need you now. Talk to me. Make me cum." 


"Oh man..." 


"I want you inside of me. Its so good. Taking me from behind. Thrusting your stiff cock into my tight ass. The 
way you grabbed on to my hips to hold us steady for the ride. How many times did we fuck? | lost count,” 
Keith purred. "Tell me! Don't say no. Please. Please do this for me," he switched tones and was now begging. 


Kirk closed his eyes and could see the two of them together. He saw Keith stretched out, his body trembling 
with desire. The body that had given him more satisfaction in two days than he'd had in a year. But it wasn't 
just lust. Keith had not only filled his body but his soul as well. Holding Keith in his arms, he was finally home. 


"Not fair." Kirk found his voice. "You don't play fair. I'm hard as a rock, outside, Gio is shooting daggers at me 


and I'm sure James is gonna come barreling out of the building any second." 


"Baaaby... Keith crooned. "Lover. Need you.” 


Kirk had been walking with his head down; now he lifted it up to see where he was. Yes! 


"Hang on, darlin," Kirk said triumphantly. "You're gonna come like a freight train. Give me a minute." He lowered 


the cell. "GIO!" he bellowed. "Get the hell over here. Now!" 


He didn't have to wait more than a second when Gio came into view ready to tear apart whatever danger was 
threatening Kirk. He was already calling in reinforcements on his Nextel. "Behind me, Kirk!" he ordered. "Stay 


down!" 


"Call off your dogs, Gio. No one's shooting at me." Kirk explained. "I just need you to..” 


"What?! Shots fired?" Gio was running on adrenaline. He grabbed Kirk and started to hustle him toward the 
arena. "Red Alert," Gio yelled into his Nextel. "I repeat. Red Alert in the parking lot. Secure the building! I'm 


bringing Kirk in now." 


Oh fuck. Oh fuck! If Gio didn't have a death grip around his waist and if he wasn't being half dragged, half 
carried, and if Gio wasn't in Combat Mode - well this would have been funny. However, he was anything but 


amused. He had only one chance to stop Gio and it damn well better work. 


He seized Gio's earlobe and pulled hard - hard enough that the man's head bent towards him. "Let me go!" Kirk 
yelled into said ear. "No one's after me, dick. Call off the dogs." 


His quick thinking had the desired effect. Gio stopped and he was unceremoniously dumped from his arms. "Shit, 
man, just fucking calm down!" Kirk straightened up and smoothed out his shirt. "Don't wrinkle the silk, dude." 


Gio stood there, mouth agape, his Nextel squawking. 


Kirk took a deep breath. "Now listen carefully. There is no one shooting at me. | am not in danger. All | wanted 


you to do was open the DOOR 10 THE FUCKING BUS!" 


"The bus?" 


Kirk nodded. "The bus," he answered firmly. Holding up one finger, he put his cell up to his ear. "Still there, 
darlin?" All he could hear was Keith's hysterical laughter. "Shut up. The things | do for you," Kirk muttered to 
him. He lowered the cell and turned his attention back to his bodyguard. 


"All | need from you is for you to open the door to the bus. | don't have keys." Kirk began to walk back 
towards the rows of tour buses. 
Gio didn't move. 


Let's go, buddy. Look alive." Kirk continued walking but on guard this time. He wasn't sure how Gio was going to 


react to this case of hasty conclusions. 


"Damn youl" The big man roared. 


Well that certainly was quick enough, Kirk thought, but not very positive, was it. Shit. He knew that in all these 
years he had never done anything to piss his bodyguard off. Always carefully listened at security meetings, 
checked in when he was supposed to and followed all of Gio's instructions to the letter. Oh yeah, he leaned on 
him too - big time leaning. He would be eternally grateful to the man. But things were changing, of that there 
was no doubt. Gio would just have to get used to it. 


And right now his priority was to get on the bus, lock the door behind him and have a little private time with 


his man. Ok, so it was via the phone. One works with what one has. 


Kirk reached the bus; Gio arrived only a few steps behind him. 


| ought to wring your neck, Quirk Do you know what you started?" 


"Look man. You jumped to conclusions, not me. | didn't start shit!" He turned around to face him. "And l'd 


appreciate it if you called me by my name. It's ‘Kirk’ if you aren't sure." Where the hell did that come from? 


Did he really just say that? 


Gio grit his teeth. "| ought to..." 


"Ought to what?" Kirk snapped. "Ought to what, Gio? Are you threatening me?" He took a step forward. "Just 


open the fucking door and then leave me the fuck alone." 


Gio was silent but a muscle in his jaw was twitching. 


Kirk stood his ground, his eyes never wavering from Gio's. "The door." He leaned in closer. "Now," he was deadly 


serious. 


Gio's face flushed and Kirk could see he was having difficulty controlling himself. Kirk counted on the fact that 


if he made a move on him he'd be out of the Met organization forever. 


It worked. 


"Its Lars and Rob's. Yours is over there." Gio waved his hand at another tour bus. 


Yeah. The one he shared with James. 


"They won't mind if | borrow theirs.” 


"Sound check's in half an hour," Gio grumbled but he did pull his keys out. 


Kirk just waited 


"You should be inside by now." 


Kirk didn't say a word. 


"James is going to be..shit..is your funeral. Do what the fuck you want" There was jangling, a key was put in 
the lock and the door opened with a hydraulic hiss. 


Kirk bounded up the steps and pressed the button that closed and locked the door. As soon as that was done, 
he hurried down the gangway to the back of the bus. Reaching the bedroom, he stepped inside and made sure 
the door was securely locked behind him. He felt for the light switch, flipped it on and adjusted the lights to 
low. He lifted the cell back up to his ear. 


"Now where were we?" he asked, his voice filled with desire. 


Four 


Disclaimer: | don't know these people and they don't know me. This is a work of fiction - not real and won't 


ever come to pass. | mean no harm. 


Summary: XO! Met's on tour but have a few precious days off in a row. The four go off in separate 


directions, this is Kirk's story. Keith is Keith Urban, a Country Western performer from Australia no less. 


Someone was pounding on the door. 
"Kirk? Kirk! You there, man? Open up!" 
Lars. 


Kirk lifted his head from the pillow and even that was an effort. He looked at the door then let his head fall 
back on the pillow and groaned. 


"Go ‘way," he muttered, annoyed that his post orgasmic glow was going to be short-lived. All he wanted was to 
close his eyes and imagine that he and Keith were lying next to each other instead of being hundreds of miles 
apart. He sighed. 


"Open up! Gio said you're acting weird” 
"Leave me alone, Lars," Kirk said loudly. He heard the doorknob turning and the door opening. 


"What is your problem?" Lars demanded as he strode into the room but halted as soon as he saw Kirk. "The 


hell?" 


Kirk lifted his head again and grinned at the drummer. "Hey, Lars. How're you?" 


Lars' face got red as he gestured at Kirk's prone body. "What the fuck?" 


‘Oh, sorry. Guess | got your bed messy." 


"You got your limp dick in one hand, your cell's in the other," Lars spluttered. "And all you can say is ‘sorry? 
Get the fuck off my bed, ya fucking pervert!" 


Kirk let go of his cock and showed Lars his hand. "Gimmie something to clean up with." 


"Fuck you! Listen, man, start talking. What the HELL is going on? Me and Rob, we're just kicking back and the 
next thing you know there are people swarming in the dressing room, weapons drawn, ordering us to get down 
Shit, | thought we were goners! Turns out they were there to protect us. Something about you getting shot in 
the parking lot? 


Kirk regarded Lars for a moment. Thoughts of freaking out the little Dane by stalking him around the bus with 
his cum dripping hand made him grin. Instead he thought he'd probably get the same reaction from Lars if he 
pulled up the edge of the blanket and began to wipe himself clean 


Which he proceeded to do. 


"WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU?" Lars lurched forward and tried to find a dry spot on the blanket so 
he could yank it away. He was not successful. "Shit! | can't fucking believe you! What the hell?!" 


Kirk sat up and swung his legs over the side of the bed. "I need to take a shower. Do me a favor and either 


bring me some clothes from my bus or go back inside and retrieve my overnight case." 


"Retrieve?! What the fuck do you think | am? Your dogs?" Lars shouted. "Where have you been the last three 
days? Why are you in Rob and my bus? What did you do to Gio? Why aren't we on the fucking stage ruming 
through the sound check? We're behind schedule. And why didn't you call James? 


Kirk stood up, regarded Lars with one of his Sphinx-like looks and didn't say a word. He unbuttoned his shirt 
and slipped out of it, all the while staring at Lars. Raising his hands, he took hold of his hair and lifted it off his 


shoulders. 


Lars sucked in his breath and took a step back, as if he had been pushed. "Oh, man. You didn't." 


Kirk lowered his arms and shook out his curls. He brushed past Lars and headed for the shower. Reaching the 
bathroom door he stopped. "I'm gonna need my pillows too," he said quietly. "Mine are on the left side of the 
bed. I'll get someone to go out and buy you a new blanket. You'll have it before we leave tonight." He took hold 
off the doorknob and began to twist it when he felt Lars’ arm snake around his waist. 


"What have you done, Kirk?" Lars cried, confusion in his voice. With his free hand he lightly touched one of the 


long scratches on Kirk's torso and then moved his fingers to a bite. "Christ, you've got so many of these." 


Kirk shivered but not from being cold. He was thinking of how intense a lover Keith was. He had made sure to 


mark Kirk as his own; Kirk had done the same to him. 


"Were you..ah..oh fuck, Kirk. Did someone hurt you?" Lars made it sound like he almost wished that was what 
had happened. 


Kirk brought his fingers up to Lars' face and stroked his cheek. "What do you really think?" 


Lars shook his head. He looked glum. "I think," he answered slowly, "we're looking at a problem." Giving Kirk a 
quick hug, he brought his arm back to his side. "When James sees you like this..damnl" He looked into Kirk's 
eyes, his own flickering nervously. "This was just a fling, right? You'll do a little groveling, James will be pissed, 


he'll get over it and that will be that." 


Kirk returned Lars' gaze, but his was steady. "No," he replied, more sure of his resolve than ever before. "Not 


a fling." 


Lars' face paled. 


Kirk put his hands on Lars’ shoulders. "Uli, | met someone. | didn't mean this to happen. | wasn't looking, | swear 


Lars pushed Kirk's hand away. "You just couldn't keep it zipped, could you?" He shook his head in disgust. 
"You're worse than an alley cat." He backed away from Kirk and headed for the bedroom door. "Use the 
shower. Get your own damn clothes." He pointed to the alarm clock sitting on the night table. "On stage - you 
got 10 minutes." 


"What's with the ‘tude?" Kirk was positive he knew the answer but he wanted to hear it from Lars. 


Lars scoffed. "You met someone. Right. Someone to fuck is more like it. You're such a cunt." 


Oh yeah, Kirk thought, here it comes. "And?" he asked 


Lars' green eyes glowed with anger. "You're messing with the band here, buddy. | don't like it" 


"Met as four? Sure this just doesn't concern a single Met?" 


As wan as Lars' face was only a minute ago, it quickly turned red. "Fuck youl Know what? You can face James’ 
wrath alone. | almost wish he was drinking so he could beat the shit out of you." 


"Nice, Lars. Real nice." Kirk opened the bathroom door, stepped through and turned back to his drummer. "Babe, 
you just wish James would beat you. Talk about a pervert.." With a shake of his head and a smirking chuckle 
he shut the door. "Well," he said out loud. "That went well" 
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Kirk arrived at the sound check I5 minutes later. He took his guitar from his tech and joined the others. 
Nodding at Rob, he gave him a "Hey." He was about to greet Lars but the drummer pointedly turned away 
from him. Okay. That's how we're going to play. Guess | struck a nerve, always knew he had a hard on for Het. 
Can't believe in all these years he never had his wish fulfilled. Wonder how long it will take him to make a 


move on James once l'm out of the picture? He's gonna drop Rob like a hot potato. Yeah, just like you're 


planning on doing to James. Don't get so self-righteous. Whatever - he was pleased that he now had one on 


Lars. Fucker, got you now. Wouldn't Rob be interested to learn Lars’ dirty little secret? 


James. He was walking straight toward Kirk and for once Kirk couldn't read his face. He braced himself for 


anger and was amazed when James slung his guitar in back of him and gathered Kirk in an embrace. 


"Are you all right?" he asked, concern in his voice. 


Kirk leaned into him and rested his head on James' chest. "Yeah, l'm ok You?" 


"Relieved that you're finally where you're supposed to be. And pissed at you cause you went AWOL. Damn it, 
how come you didn't answer at least one of my messages?" James’ voice rose. "Where the hell where you?" 


"He said he was in Nashville. End of story," Lars snapped. "Can we please get on with this?" Not waiting for a 
reply, he began the count with his sticks. "Five, six, seven.." 


Rob shot a quizzical look at James and Kirk, then turned toward Lars. "A clue? Or is tonight's show a Lars 
showcase?" he asked lightheartedly. 
For an instant Lars glared at Rob then he jumped up, threw down his sticks and with a "Fuck you all," he 


stormed off the set. 


"What the hell?" Rob lifted off his bass and handed it to his tech that appeared seemingly out of nowhere. 
"Lars, wait up!" He called after him as he left the stage to follow. 


James watched Rob until he disappeared from view then turned back to Kirk "Lars taking diva lessons from 


you now?" 


"That's not fair, James. You know | haven't pulled a stunt like that in quite a while." Kirk said as he pulled away. 


James retained his hold and drew him back so their bodies were meshed against one another. "True." He put 
his hands on either side of Kirk's head and tilted it up. "But you're a dick for not checking in. Well guess what, 


you're never going anywhere without me again," he declared in a low rumble as he captured Kirk's mouth with 


his. 


Kirk gave in to James‘ very possessive kiss and opened his mouth for the big man's tongue. He could feel 
James arousal through their respective jeans. Thoughts of what he would miss with James quickly ran 
through his mind. He did love him and had for so very long. Why was he throwing it all away? He must be 
crazy. It would be far easier just to dismiss his time with Keith. It was nothing, right? 


Wrong... 


„very wrong. 


Kirk trembled because of what he had to do. James mistook the tremor as a sign of Kirk's desire and deepened 


the kiss. 


Tell him. 


Damn it! Tell him! 


Now. 


Using his hands on James’ chest as leverage, he pushed them apart. "No. NO!" Kirk said loudly, and then 


dropped his voice to a whisper. "Not any more." 


A confused look appeared on James’ face. "What did you say?" 


No matter what he had decided, Kirk hated himself for the pain he was about to cause this man. James had 


already dealt with enough misery to last two lifetimes. And now he was going to be given even more. 


Kirk brought his hands back to his side and took a few steps backward. 


Tell him now. 


‘lam so sorry. You don't deserve this. You are an incredible man. | love you; always have and always will. If 


there was an easier way to tell you...” 


James grabbed Kirk's arm. "What?" he demanded, slightly apprehensive? "Tell me fucking what?" 


This is it; your last chance to write Keith off as a lost weekend. There will be no other takes. The tape cannot 


be rewound. 


"My stuff. Its being moved out of the bus now." Shit. That sounded so damn lame. Kirk squared his shoulders 


and looked James straight in the eye. "| can't be with you anymore." 


"Really?" James scoffed. "What's the matter? PMSing?" 


Kirk bit his lip to stop himself from blurting out the first thing that came to mind. If you give James the 


reply he expects - a stamp of the foot, a toss of his curls - then he won't take you seriously. 


"You and me, l.l don't want it any more. It's over, James. I'll still be your lead guitarist but | won't be your 
lover." Kirk paused for a moment. Oh go on, tell him the rest. Say it while James is still quiet. "| met someone 


else." Well, this should suffice. No need to go into every detail. 


James' face was devoid of any emotion His body was still except, Kirk noticed, he repeatedly clenched his hands 
into fists. Not a good sign But come on, what the hell did you expect? A pat on the back for a job well done? 


James had never done that before, he surely wasn't going to start now. 


Now was as good a time as any to make an exit. He had told James the basics. "I should check on my things. 
Make sure nothing gets misplaced" Kirk waited for a reply but receiving none, he turned and began to walk off 
the set. 


“Aren't you forgetting something?" James snapped. 


Kirk stopped but didn't turn around. "I told you everything.’ 


"What about the part of the breakup speech when you soften the blow by saying it's you, not me. You forgot 


it," James said, his voice low but it held a clue to his simmering rage. 


| can't do that," Kirk answered quietly. More like he didn't want to do it. 


"Why not?" 


"| didn't know there was a script to follow," Kirk muttered as he resumed making his way off the stage. He'd 
try avoidance because there was no mistaking that tone. Right now he just wanted to be out of James’ sight. 
He said what he set out to say; he couldn't manage any more. He wanted to call Keith; needed to hear his voice 


so he could be reassured he hadn't thrown his life away. 


He didn't want James to see the tears in his eyes. 


So it wasn't so surprising, being that he was wrapped up in his thoughts, that he didn't realize James had 
covered the distance between them. He only became aware of this when he felt James' strong fingers grab his 


arm and jerk him to a halt. 


| want to hear you say that it's you and not me." James’ harshly demanded while he twisted Kirk around so 
they were facing each other. 


Kirk looked up at James; his Het no longer. The man's eyes were as cold as a Siberian winter but they held pain 


as well. He'd try one more time to soften the blow but he knew it would be meaningless. 


| didn't mean for this to happen," Kirk began. 


"Fucker. You said that already. Me or you; which one is it?" 


‘lm sorry.." he started again. 


"Heard it" James tightened his grip. "Me or you?" 


"You, James. Its you." 


Magic Bus 
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Kirk shifted the cell to his other ear so he could take another beer from the refrigerator. 


"All in all, the show wasn't as bad as it could have been," he said, straightening up and making his way back to 
his seat. Actually it was a couch, but why be technical. "No matter what, we don't like to screw the kids over. 
They deserve a decent show." Sitting down, he popped the cap and took a long pull. 


"And after?" Keith asked 
Kirk shrugged. "I skipped the gang shower and came back to the bus to clean up." 
"Not the one you share with him, is it?" Keith's voice betrayed a little panic. 


"No, babe." Kirk took another long drink and wiped his mouth on his sleeve. Damn - he couldn't remember the 
last time he had done that. "I'm alone - well, the driver's doing his thing up front. | displaced a few of the crew 
out of their bus. Course its not as deluxe as l'm used to," he said Teasingly. 


"IIl make it up to you," Keith promised, his voice low. 
"You better," Kirk growled. Growled?! Shit, this day was just full of surprises. 
"So where are you now?" 


Kirk glanced out the window. "Dunno. | think we've got another five hours of ride time." 


There was a slight pause in the conversation, and then Keith spoke. "You're not lonely, are you?" 


Kirk smiled. "I've got company. Why should | be lonely?" 


"Oh," Keith said in a small voice. "I'm sorry. | didn't know. l..l thought you said you were alone. Call me when you 


get the chance, okay? Um..take it easy...” 


"Hey, shut up, would ya, for a sec?" Kirk interrupted. "Are you just a pretty face with a killer bod or is there 
a brain included with the package too?" 


"Huh?" 


"Huh?" Kirk laughed. "Thats it? That's all you can say? Think about it. You are the company. Shit, Keith. Think | 
got James stashed on board after what | said to him before? Lars? Hardly. He's so pissed at me he can't see 
straight. And Rob is so at Lars' beck and call its not even funny. | know he's scrambling, trying to make his 
drummer happy." He took another long pull from his beer. There was already nothing left. Hmmm. That was 
quick.but there was more where that had come from. "No, babe, it's just you, me and this fucking cell phone 
between us." Getting up, he threw the empty into the trash, opened the refrigerator and grabbed another 
beer. Twisting the top off he tossed it into the sink and leaning his back against the counter, he took a sip. 
"And l'm beginning to hate this phone." He went back to the couch and lay down. 


"Yeah, me too," Keith agreed. "But give me a break. | don't know how persuasive James is. For all | know he 
could've sweet-talked you into reconciling! Shit, you got a lot of history between the two of you. | don't know 


how the two of you operate. I'm the new guy. It would be easy to toss me aside." 


Kirk knew insecurity when he heard it, it had practically been his first and last name for so many years. "The 
only place I'll toss you is into bed with me," he replied, shifting himself. The front of his sweats were a bit too 
tight to be comfortable. He groaned a little, "Damn it, Keith. | don't know what you've done to me but you're all 
| can think about. Shit. | even had fun when we were deciding what to pick up from that cafe! In fact, | can't 
wait to go frigging food shopping with you again. How ridiculous is that?!" He stood up, too restless to stay 
seated. "l'm taking a chance here as well. You could be just bullshitting me. How the hell do | know if you're 
sincere? I'm vulnerable too. I've broken off with James and yet | still have to work with him, see him, every 
fucking day. If you think that's gonna be easy, then | got a bridge to sell you. And | don't know about your past. 
You could have a lover or two living right down your street. Perhaps you're just trying out the lifestyle and 


gonna decide that women are more your taste. And then you'll leave me high and dry! Maybe." 


"Hey! Are we having our first disagreement?" Keith interrupted Kirk's rant, his voice light. "Cause | don't want 
to fight. Making you upset is not my intention. Far from it. Look, we're both unsure and it's making us crazy. 
Right?" 


Kirk sighed. "Right. Sorry. It's just that, fuck, this is all so unknown." 


"You got that right. But listen, I'm not going anywhere you're not. Got that?" 


"Got it, yeah." Kirk suddenly felt a hell of a lot better about the situation between himself and Keith. "We're 
still planning on Sunday, right?" 


"lll be the one at the airport holding three dozen roses and a big box of chocolates. You won't be able to miss 


me. 


Kirk laughed, his tension disappearing as he heard Keith's words. "Good thing you told me otherwise | doubt if 


I'd remember what you looked like." 


"Come on! Didn't you just describe me as having a pretty face and a killer body? You've forgotten me already? 
Man, that hurts." Keith was laughing as well. "You suck" 


Once again Kirk lay down on the couch. "Damn straight. And I'm so damned good at it" He tried to get 
comfortable but wasn't having much success. "Fuck! | swear, | feel like I'm speeding. My head is buzzing like a 
swarm of killer bees. Fuck it all to hell! | haven't been alone after a show in a very long time. Usually we 
discuss what went down, you know, stuff like that. And then J.." He stopped. He didn't want to finish his 


sentence. Didn't want Keith to hear what he was going to say. 


"And then you and James go to bed, fuck your respective brains out, and both of you fall asleep from 
orgasmic bliss, wrapped in each other's arms." Keith paused. "Right?" 


Kirk covered his face with his hand. "Yeah. Sorry." 


"No, I'm sorry that I'm not there to take care of you and, ah, your needs." 


‘Its not like you wouldn't get any benefits either, you know," Kirk said defensively. 


"Babe, you think you're the only one having trouble settling in for the evening?" Keith snorted. "| miss you too. | 
want, no | need, you here and not on some fucking bus. I've never desired anyone the way | do you. Yeah, | 


want to go food shopping with you too. Silly, huh?" 


"Damn, we got it bad, don't we?" Kirk shook his head. "Would you just listen to us? We sound like we're 12 years 


old with our first crush. 


"Its how | feel," Keith chuckled. 


"Yeah, me too. | guess we're gonna have to learn to deal with having a long distant relationship. Sucks." 


"There you go again, jerk. Stop talking about sucking, would ya?" 


"You liked being in my mouth, didn't you?" Kirk's voice suddenly became soft and low. "The way you looked when 
| was caressing your balls, taking your length till it hit the back of my throat. Running my tongue around the 
head and then up and down your shaft. Your head thrown back, eyes closed. You are so fucking hot. All | wanna 
do is make you come. It will feel so good, baby. | need to hear you scream out my name." Kirk slipped his hand 
past his waistband and took hold of his cock. He was already hard. "You have so much to give me, don't you?" 


Keith moaned. 


‘| want you on your belly," Kirk continued. "I'll pour warm oil on your back and slowly caress you from the back 


of your neck to the bottom of your toes. Your skin is so smooth; it warms up underneath my hands. You're 
hard again and you've only just come. Even though you're asking me to so very sweetly, I'm not going to touch 
your cock | haven't had my release and | need it. You're straining against the mattress and it's difficult for 


you to lay still, isn’t it?" 


Kirk paused for a moment. "Isn't it?" he demanded. 


"Yeah," Keith's panted, breathless. "Kirk.oh god..please.." 


"Please, what, baby?" Kirk asked, his voice husky. But he didn't wait for a reply. "Please stop?" 


"No..nol" Keith cried. "Don't stop, lm begging you. Please..| need to..need to hear more." 


"My hands are slick from the oil. | part your legs and drizzle a little more on your ass. It drips down to your 
hole and | slip one finger inside you. You're so tight. So sweet. | don't want to hurt you but the lube is making 
it easy so | insert another finger. | push deeper and your ass moves back against my hand. You're moaning and 
| know how good this makes you feel. | could finger fuck you for a long time, prolong your pleasure, but I'm 
greedy. | withdraw my fingers and you murmur in protest. | grasp your hips and bring you to your knees so 
your ass is up but your chest is still making contact with the bed. | am so hard for you. Want me, baby?" 


"Yesssssss," Keith hissed. "Want you inside me." 


"| pull your ass cheeks apart. Feels good, doesn't it, to be so exposed, so opened for me." 


Keith was groaning. 


Kirk thought that his lover was probably close to climaxing. "I can't wait any longer. | sink into you. Shit, you're 
so hot, so tight. Fucking beautiful. We're so in tune, we find our rhythm in seconds. | reach around, take hold of 


your cock and stroke you." 


Kirk was on the edge of his own orgasm, his expert hand working its own magic on himself. "| want us to come 


together. We can do this, baby, it will be so good" 


"Fuck mel Fuck me hard!" Keith grunted into his cell. "Oh..shit.Kirk!" he screamed. 


Kirk howled Keith's name as his cock spurted over his hand and the thick, hot liquid dripped onto his body. 


Both men breathing heavily, they waited to recover just a little before they spoke. 


Keith cleared his throat. "Wow," was all he said. 


"Yep, that about sums up how | feel too," Kirk agreed. "Pretty damn amazing. | won't have any trouble sleeping 
now. But | wish | could hold you." 


"Me too, Kirk. Me too. Sunday then. I'll see you in a few days." 


"IIl call you later on today," Kirk said. "I love you," he added. 


"Love you too," Keith replied. "Talk you to later. Sleep well.” 


"And dream of me," Kirk instructed with a chuckle. 


"No one else," Keith declared. "No one at all." 


Kirk grinned as he terminated the call and put the phone down on his chest. He was barely had time to cover 


himself with the afghan that adorned the back of the couch before his eyes closed. 


He slept. 


Six 
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Kirk was brewing a cup of tea in the hospitality suite although it wasn't his usually cup. He could not find his 


herbal mixture. The tin wasn't in its usual spot which was, obviously enough, next to the coffee service. 


He had a feeling he knew what happened to it. A sneaking suspicion that this was going to be the modus 
operandi for the remainder of the tour. Little things of his were going to disappear at random intervals. Mind 


you, not his guitars or other stage equipment but small creature comforts. Like his tea, for instance. 


Yeah, it was childish and trite but this was one of the ways the guys dealt with being pissed at one another. 
He had done his share of making someone's life uncomfortable. The trick was not to let on how annoying it 


really was. He'd just have to find some time to replace the tea and pack it in his bags. 


The question was; who was responsible? He didn't think it was Rob. Rob was devoted to Lars but he was his 
own man, He'd tell his lover he wasn't angry at Kirk, so why filch his stuff? Lars was a prime suspect. 
Anything that threatened the Met machine was fair game for Lars’ ire. Kirk had certainly done that by shaking 
up their ‘cozy couples’ situation. But, Kirk mused as he made his way to the sound check, he held the one all- 
important piece of information that could bring down Lars; that Lars had a major hard on for James. Wouldn't 
Rob find that interesting. James too. So no, Lars wasn't the one that took his tea. He might scowl at him or 


even do an ignoring routine but he wouldn't want Kirk to give his secret away. 


And then there was James. There was no other suspect; he was the culprit. Kirk wondered just how far he 
was going to carry this game. He didn't have to think much about it because, without a doubt, pretty damn 


far. 


Kirk reached for a guitar and walked out onto the stage. Setting his tea down, he slung the guitar over his 
neck and reverently settled his hands upon its' strings. He never took this gesture for granted, it was so 
achingly beautiful. He closed his eyes and silently offered up a simple ‘thank-you' for his gift to whatever gods 
may be passing by. 


He ran scales to warm up his fingers and hands and then launched into a riff he and Keith discovered the 


other day. 


"What's that?" 


Without stopping, Kirk answered James’ query. "Just something I'm working on" No need to go into details of 


just how it came into being a work in progress though. 


"We have to talk," James said as he stood in front of Kirk. 


"We're talking now, aren't we?" Kirk looked straight into James’ blue eyes. They were troubled but Kirk couldn't 


keep a tinge of sarcasm out of his question. 


James frowned. "We're not done, you and |. You're not walking out of my life without some serious discussion” 


Wasn't any word like ‘love' in your little declaration, was there, James? Kirk knew there wouldn't be but he was 
disappointed anyway. Let's just see if James even bothers to mention the word. "Yeah, we're done. There's 


nothing to discuss. I'm sorry." Truly he was. 


There was a flicker in James' eyes that Kirk hadn't seen in a very long time but it was gone as soon as James 
blinked. The look that belonged to the James that Kirk had fallen for so many years ago. He had been in awe 
about five minutes into their first meeting. James had been a gangly, tooth-grinning, goofy guy. But there was 
a angry hunger about him that drew Kirk in like the proverbial moth to a flame. It was a power that drove 
Metallica for almost 20 years. Suddenly the overwhelming capacity for dominance, both good and bad, was 


gone. Kirk didn't even get a ‘see ya, fatal engine failure: 


When James returned, he no longer possessed that hunger. Kirk had hoped that by moving in together even a 
small part of it would reappear. It didn't. Kirk missed it. So did Lars; but he didn't sleep next to James every 
night. 


"After the sound check. You and me. We're talking. And that's one thing that's not under discussion," James 


said in a voice that wouldn't take ‘no' for an answer. "In _our_ bus," he added in a softer tone. He reached out, 


put his hand on Kirk's shoulder and gave it a little squeeze. "For us. OK?" 


"Alright," Kirk agreed. Who was he kidding? He knew this was going to happen, might as well get it over with. He 
was resolute, though, and wasn't going to change his mind but he'd hear James out. He owed him that much. 


"Good" James gave him a smile, another shoulder squeeze and then brought his arm back to his side as he 
went over to a bank of his guitars and picked one up. He hummed the riff that Kirk had just been playing. "| 
like. Let's see what we can do with it” He began to pick out notes and motioned to Kirk to do the same. 


Kirk gave an inward sigh. Sure, James. Whatever you say. Let's expound on music that my new lover and | 
discovered together. But there wasn't one damn good reason to give James explaining why he would prefer not 


to play it. Hey, let's work on ‘Bellz’ cause | forgot how it goes would not fly. 


Rob and Lars strolled in about I5 minutes later and for that Kirk was extremely grateful. The tune was taking 
shape almost effortlessly and he wanted James to stop fiddling with it. The fact that a song was coming to 
them so easily should have made him very happy indeed. Not this time. So Kirk took their entrance as an 
opportunity to stop playing and finish his tea. James shot him a look that said "why'd you stop?" but Kirk 


ignored him. 


The sound check went well. No one threw a hissy fit, a fact that brought Kirk slight dismay. He really did not 
want to ‘discuss’ with James even though he agreed to it. The hell with ‘owing. Couldn't he just slip out, find a 
quiet spot and call Keith? With Monty Python's "Run away!" in his head, he slowly edged his way off stage 


while James and Lars were busy exchanging views on tonight's set list. 


Handing off his guitar to his tech, Kirk was almost home free when Rob called out to him to ‘wait up: Shit..but 
he reminded himself that Rob wasn't the one he wanted to avoid. 


"Got a minute?" Rob asked as he reached Kirk. 


“Sure. I'll even give you two," Kirk grinned. "Lets grab something to eat while we're at it. OK?" 


"Sounds good," Rob agreed as they walked down the corridor into the lounge. Grabbing plates and utensils, the 
two men helped themselves to food and sat down at a table. Rob pulled something out of his pocket and placed 
it in front of Kirk. 


"Thought you'd might be missing this," Rob winked. 


Kirk stabbed at the brown paper bag with his fork. "What is it?" 


"No need for violence. Open it up," Rob suggested. 


Kirk laid down the fork, picked up the bag and cautiously opened it. "Oh. Thanks. My tea. Where'd you find it?" 


"I saw James stash it in a case. Figured you'd want it back." 


"| do. Thanks again, man." 


Rob shrugged. "No prob." He regarded Kirk for a moment. "What is going on between you and James?" 


Kirk was going to reply with a snappy comeback but thought, what the fuck, might as well spread the word. "I 
broke off with him last night." 


"Yeah, thought that was it" Rob picked up his sandwich and took a bite, seemingly satisfied with the answer. 


"You mean Lars didn't tell you?" Kirk didn't believe for one moment that Lars was silent on this news flash. 


"He didn't make the time. He stayed with James last night" Rob took a sip of his soda. 


‘No! Really?" Kirk could feel a little bit of guilt begin to creep up his spine. Messing about with Rob was not his 


intention. "Shit, man, l'm sorry. | didn't know." 


Rob put down his sandwich and wiped his hands on a napkin. "Nothing to know. Lars was there with James as a 


friend. No need to jump to any conclusions. OK?" 


Kirk nodded. "Sure." 


"But you," Rob continued, "Is this a permanent thing or are you having a diva moment?" 


Kirk knew Rob wasn't making fun of him. This was just the way he spoke; no bullshit and just the truth. "It's 
the real deal. I've been unhappy and restless for a while." Kirk ran his hand through his hair. "He's changed, 
Rob, changed a lot. Don't get me wrong. A lot of it is good stuff. A fucking great deal of it! But there are 
elements of himself that he left behind in rehab that | miss. | find myself mourning their loss." 


"Maybe you just need more time to adjust" 


"How much time?" Kirk cried. "It's been almost two years!" He stood up and kicked back his chair. "And | know 


he's not gonna bring back his bad self and fuck, that's what | want!" 


"OK, OK. Calm down" Rob motioned for Kirk to sit back down. "I'm just playing devil's advocate." He waited until 
Kirk got settled in the chair again. "| just wanna know what's going on. That's all. I'm not here to judge you." 


"Thanks." Kirk smiled wearily. "This isn't easy for me. It sounds real selfish, | know." 


"Just a little," Rob chuckled softly. "But if you two go on, you'll only become more resentful and frustrated. 


James will too." 


Kirk reached out and took Rob's hand in his. "Thanks." 


"And you're right, its not going to be easy for you. For all of us." 


"I know," Kirk agreed sadly. "But | don't feel like | have a choice anymore. Its something that's been a long time 


coming." 


"Have you two had the big talk yet?" 


"Nope. I'm in here avoiding him." Kirk took his hand off Rob's and stood up again. "Guess | better be an adult, 
huh? Go find him and all." 


Rob nodded. "Guess you better. You going be OK?" 


"Yeah. | think | will” He gave Rob a warm smile. "Later, then" 


"Yep. Good luck" Rob returned the smile. 


Kirk turned to walk out of the room. 


"Just one more question," Rob said and before Kirk could reply he added, "You gonna tell me the name of your 


new man?" 


WHAT? The blood drained from Kirk's face turning him a pasty white. How the fuck did Rob know? He couldn't 
know; no one knew! He didn't dare turn back to look at him because if Rob saw him, he'd know it was the truth. 
Kirk was not ready to announce his new relationship. Fighting to retain his cool left him momentarily speechless. 


As he wracked his brain for something noncommittal to say, he heard voices in the corridor. A second later 


James came into the room followed by Lars and then, HOLY SHIT THIS CAN'T POSSIBLY BE HAPPENING, Keith. 


"Kirk. Rob." James nodded at both of them as he put a friendly arm around Keith's shoulder. "I want you guys 
to meet Keith Urban" 
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The first thing Kirk wanted to do was to shove James’ arm off of Keith's shoulder. The second was to figure 


out a way to disappear from the room without anyone noticing he was gone. 
Neither of them were options. Damn. 


So he did what he knew was expected of him, which was to step forward, smile, and offer Keith his hand to 
shake. 


"How're ya doing? I'm Kirk Hammett. Keith, right?" 
"I just told you that," James snapped. "Don't you listen?" 


"Hey, James, chill," Rob said as he came up behind Kirk to greet the newcomer. "I'm Rob and dont mind James; 


he grinned at Keith. "His bark is worse than his bite." 


"Since when do you know what James’ bites are like?" Lars bounded over to Rob and playfully punched him in 
the belly. 


"Man! The abuse | put up with!" Rob laughed and the two of them set off wrestling one another. 


Kirk was thankful for the distraction because James was scowling at them instead of him and he was able to 


continue "meeting" Keith. 


"| was just in Nashville and picked up your CDs," Kirk began. "You've got some good material. Maybe you can 
autograph them?" 


Keith laughed. "Sure, no prob. I'm pleased that you gave me a listen. Believe it or not, | was recently introduced 


to your music as well. You guys rock" 

Kirk grinned. Hey, he could do this! "We do at that. Can you stay for the show? You can hear us firsthand" 
"ld like that. Thanks. 

"No prob" Kirk saw that James was back to scowling at him. What was his problem? He was the one that 
brought Keith back to the lounge in the first place. Asking a fellow musician to stick around was par for the 


course. IT would have been odd if he didn't extend Keith an invitation. 


James was about to speak when Lars and Rob, out of breath and arms wrapped each other's waist, rejoined 


them. 
"When | did the video with Nickel Creek," Rob addressed Keith, "they spoke of you. Fairly highly, ya know.’ 


A faint blush appeared on Keith's cheeks. Kirk thought he looked adorable and HOT. Not being able to touch 
Keith was killing him. 


Keith gave a small bow of his head, his hair falling into his eyes. "Thanks, mate. Listen, | don't want to be in the 
way. | know how it is to get ready to go on. Just tell me where to hang and it'll be cool." 


Kirk stepped forward, here was the opportunity he was really waiting for, to be with Keith and find out what 
the hell he thought he was doing. Playing the perfect host would not raise any suspicions for anyone..like 
James. 

First you need an all-access ID. Come with me, I'll get you set up. And then I'll show you how Metal Gods live 
on the road" He lightly took hold of Keith's arm and guided him toward the door. Ah, finally, he was now a little 


closer to him and they were almost home free. 


"Kirk!" James’ voice rang out like a shot and it hit Kirk straight between his shoulders. But to his credit he 


didn't falter and he didn't turn around. He did, however, slow down his pace. 

"James?" 

Keith hesitated and Kirk threw him a very brief but reassuring smile. "s OK," Kirk whispered. 
"We had plans," James said flatly. "A PA can get that shit for Keith." 


"True. But | hadn't realized you and | had set a time for our chat. And right now, as it turns out, is not a good 
time for me. Catch you guys in about an hour." Kirk escorted Keith the rest of the way out of the room but 


he couldn't miss hearing James swear at him. He chose to ignore the remark. 


"So what kind of pickups do you use?" Kirk innocently asked Keith. It was a legitimate question from one 
guitarist to another but it could be construed to have another meaning. He was pleased to see another blush 
appear on Keith's cheeks. 


"You are so bad," Keith muttered under his breath. 


"Look who's calling the kettle black," Kirk replied softly as he nodded hello to various people in the hallway. 
“Showing up like this, almost giving me a heart attack. What the fuck were you thinking?" 


"That you were here and | was back home. Angry at me?" 


"Shit no." Kirk pointed at a closed door. "ID dude in here." Allowing Keith to step up to the door first he got 


close behind him and gave his ass a quick squeeze. "Missed you. | am so glad you're here." 


"Me too, babe. Me too." 


>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 


"Good god damn, Keith! Does everybody love your skinny butt?" Kirk exclaimed as he hustled him out of the 
venue and towards his bus. "The crew's going nuts that you're herel If we didn't have to stop every five feet 
so you could talk to yet another fucker, we would now have more time. | can't believe.. Kirk stopped bitching 
long enough to unlock and open the door, let Keith in and then follow him up the steps. "That | never heard 
your music from any of them before." 


Keith turned to face Kirk and they folded into each other's arms, only to break apart because their bodies got 


in the way of their frantic undressing of one another. 


"When you walked in," Kirk began, busy with Keith's belt buckle, "with James no less..Shit! Baby, did you glue 
this fucking belt together?" 


Keith laughed and stopped undoing Kirk's shirt buttons long enough to lend Kirk a hand. "Here, let me." 


"Ok, thanks, got the rest," Kirk pushed Keith's hands out of the way so he could finish the job. Grabbing the 


waistband, he slid his jeans down over his hips. 
"Country goes commando | see." Kirk remarked on the absence of underwear on Keith. 


"Glad | remembered my boots. After deciding to come up here, | had about five minutes to get ready.” 


"Yeah, well, damn good thing you had clothes on Bad enough the crew wants your ass. If they saw you naked 
I'd have to beat them off you." Kirk said as he sank to his knees, pulling the jeans along with him. "I want this." 
With one hand palming the underside of Keith's cock and the other lightly cupping his balls, his tongue snaked 
out between his teeth to take a long, slow lick along its length. "I" Another lick. "Wish." A kiss. "We." A tongue 
swirl on the head of Keith's cock. "Had" A few more kisses. "More." Another long lick. "Time." Kirk opened his 
mouth and took the hardness into it. 


"Fuck. Kirk!" Keith gasped. "Ummmm..ch fuck.not gonna need any more time!" 

Kirk replied by increasing the pressure on Keith's balls and sucking his cock even deeper into his throat. 

Keith was trembling, and the soft moaning sounds he was making brought Kirk happiness he couldn't recall ever 
having before. This wasn't just sex, it was making love. If it were possible for Kirk to smile, given how his 
mouth was occupied at this time, he would have. Instead, he intensified his efforts to bring Keith off. 


It worked; as he knew it would. 


His lover's hips jerked back and forth in the age-old rhythm of orgasm and he grabbed at Kirk's head to 
steady himself. "Baaaaaby," Keith cried as his come filled Kirk's mouth. "So good. So good." 


Kirk eased his mouth off his man only when he was sure he had shot his last drop. Rocking back on his heels, 
he swallowed and then wiped his lips with the back of his hand. He felt himself being lifted up and was met by 
Keith's beautiful face. Damn if the man wasn't glowing. 

Keith put his hands on either side of Kirk's head and drew him in close. "I love you, Kirk Hammett," he said with 
quiet conviction. "Never thought I'd find someone like you." Bringing a hand to Kirk's face, he traced the outline 


of his lips with a finger. 


Kirk flicked his tongue out and Keith brought his mouth down over Kirk's. A deep kiss, a contented sigh, a hug, 
and they parted. 


"Love you." Kirk affirmed as he stroked Keith's back with his hand. "I do. Yeah." 


Keith reached down and began to undo Kirk's belt. "You've been more than patient,” he said as the fastener on 


Kirk's jeans opened with a snap. "It's time | got on my knees." 


"Time is something | don't have," Kirk groaned as Keith's hand started a slow descent down inside the denim. 


"Gotta be back inside like five minutes ago. | really need to leave." 


"Do ya now," With his free arm, Keith grasped Kirk around the waist and held him in place. "| dunno about 
that," he said with a wicked leer. 


"Yes..damn you..fuuuuuuck." Kirk attempted to push away but Keith was having none of it. Lowering his head, 


Keith nudged Kirk's opened shirt aside and gave his nipple a tentative lick. "Sure you don't have a few minutes 
to spare?" 


"No," Kirk replied, a catch in his voice. 


Keith took the already-taut nipple between his teeth and lightly sucked on it; his hand grazed the head of Kirk's 


cock. "Really?" he murmured against Kirk's chest. 

"Yeah..no..| mean." Kirk hissed as Keith's hand fully enveloped his dick. "Not fair.” 

"Very fair." Keeping his hold on Kirk, Keith carefully backed them both up, guiding Kirk to the couch. Quickly 
getting on his knees, he pulled Kirk's jeans down and then gently eased Kirk down on the couch. Almost 


reverently, he placed his hands on Kirk's flames. "I love these. | love you." 


Kirk cupped Keith's chin and lifted his head to meet his gaze. "Love you too. Guess we should thank the fates 
for guiding me to Nashville and setting us up like they did” 


"And it's something we'll do." Keith grinned. "When we have the time. But now..." He glanced at his watch. "Let's 


see how good | am at time management.” He lowered his head back down and took Kirk into his mouth. 
"You are so very good," Kirk murmured. "So fucking amazingly good" 


>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 


"You're late," James growled at Kirk as he slipped into the Meet ¢ Greet. 
Kirk stood quietly, checking out Lars and Rob's progression. They weren't yet halfway down the line of fans. 
"Where the fuck were you?" James demanded, quietly though so only Kirk could hear. 


Kirk gave a small shrug. He wasn't going to let James get to him, not any more. "Busy. | was busy." He started 
forward only to be yanked back by James’ strong grasp on his shoulder. 


| don't like your attitude." 
Kirk ducked out of James' hold and swiftly pivoted to face him. "Don't," he snapped. "Don't do that again" 


For a moment James was stunned but quickly his eyes narrowed turning the color of cold steel. "Don't tell me 


‘don't! Who the fuck do you think you are?" 


Kirk met James! stare with one of his own. | can be a son of a bitch too, Het - watch me. But instead of 


retaliating with anger, as he was sure James was expecting, he gave him one of his Cheshire cat smiles. And 


turned his back on him. 


